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pagoda  of  the  back-woods 
we  passed  through  rows  of  the  field 
the  brush 

(hulks  in  an  audience) 

sun        sweat 

silent  anticipation 

*  *  *  * 

the  monolith  appears  before  us 
shrouded  by  its 

ladies-in-waiting 
lust  prevails 

and  we  scale  the  dank  gem 
dis/ 
robing 

*  *  *  * 

buttocks  grasp  the  rock  in  a  joyous  embrace 

—Joan  Weiss 
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wingless,  faceless 

i  rollercoast  down  mountains 

into  the  lights  of  little  cities 

where  the  breath  of  places  where  i  was  horn 

lifts  me  hack  into  a  sky 

filled  with  walless  cities 


on  eleventh  street, 

the  german  colonels 

smoke  the  crumbs  of  the  reich, 

amused  as  they  watch 

the  pteradactyls 

search  the  grey  skies 

for  their  lost  nests, 

while  around  the  corner 

the  Whiphandle  Teds, 

having  banished  The  Angels 

to  other  turf, 

lean  in  hollows, 

sniggering  as  they  await 

unwary  neanderthals 


Craig 
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yes,  i  know  i 

grew  up  and  left  the  book 

mid  left  the  forest 

and  you,  but 

its  not  bad  here,  its 

real  i  pa\>  rent  eat 

sdtines  and  drink 

gablingers  and  buy 

my  fairy  tales  second  /land, 

its  not  so  bad,  its 

real,  so  come  on  dowii,  i 

still  fly  you  know  and  i 

could  tonight  so 

come  won 't  you  come 

tinkerbell  come  to  me  and  well 

fly  in  tfie  streets  tonight 


Miller 


O 


Someonce, 

15  years  down  (maybe), 

on  a  tiny,  flickering 

idscreen  (black  and  white) 

a  colossus,  furred  and 

tiny 

climbs  a  little 

empire  state  building, 

fights 

and  fights, 

then  falls 

forever, 

on  an  Amos  'n  Andy 

new  york  skyline 


there  are  shops  in  the  narrow  places 
^irals  in  tlie  dark  tliat  you  thought  was  a  wall 
windows  in  walls  that  you  didn't  see 
and  keys  to  the  locks  on  tlie  open  places 

if  cliance  lets  you  to  tlie  end  of  the  spiral 
and  you  find  yourself  in  a  hearttight  alley, 
sewn  with  shops  like  braintiglit  closets, 
go  in,  let  tlie  smokemen  sell  you  down 

you  can  buy  a  foiled  twist  of  last  year's  opiate 
or  a  latex  mask  of  dead  motlier  or  father 
or  a  pink  rubber  doll  of  your  unborn  cliild 
all  under  tlie  skin  of  wrinkledark  counters 

and  you  niglit  tliink  it  a  game,  the  prices  are  low 
you  can  buy  tlie  twist  with  a  kiss  for  tlie  smokemen 
the  mask  with  a  pipe  or  a  flowered  kerchief 
or  the  doll  with  a  tiny  lock  of  hair 

a  what's  a  kiss,  a  scarf  or  a  liair? 
didn't  we  show  you  back  out  of  tlie  spiral? 
and  how  can  you  say  tliat  the  day's  gone  black 
when  all  we  took  was  a  single  star? 


give  yourself,  love 
to  yourself 
let  the  twilight 
lightly  spin  your  blues 

let  the  morning  sun 
refill  your  honey 
let  breezes 
be  my  hands  for  you 

and  if  you  want  to, 
remember  my  eyes 
by  the  eyes  of  other 
blue  eyed  girls 

don 't  feel  that  you 
must  smile  so  hard 
you  know  we  sometimes 
think  of  you 

give  yourself,  love 
to  yourself 
let  the  daylight 
lightly  kiss  your  wounds 
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The   Streetlight 

The  streetlight  plays  the  moon 
To  an  audience  of  adoring  moths, 
Who  clap  their  wings  softly 
And  whisper  that  he's  good. 

He  bows  between  the  shadows 

And  throws  cool  silver  pools 

And  beams  upon  the  street. 

Pretty  faker, 

Making  luminescence  a  feat 

Till  the  rain  comes., 

And  washes  all  the  love  away 

And  hisses  on  the  pavement. 

—Pat  Johnson 


B,C,  but  not  pertaining  to  Stanback 
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you  know  the  feeling  huh 
yeah  the  feeling 
and  you  know  the 
last  minute.  Oh  LORD  please 
you  know  the  looking  sideways  in  the  reflection  glass 

for  swollen  proportions 
Urn! 

Next  time  I  bet  you'll  know  the 
B.C.  powder  in  solid  circular  form. 


-Anna  Renee  Greene 


Life  Wish 


I  await  the  day  you  acknowledge  me, 

lover, 
That  your  sharp  eyes  dig  out  the  truth 

Hidden,  so  conspicuously,  in  me. 
Is  it  real  that  your  image  shapes  my  moments, 

that  your  glance  keeps  my  hands  from  chaos? 
I  sleep  with  your  face  beneath  my  eyelids, 
I  walk  with  your  voice  behind  my  head. 
I  want  you  to  watch  me  live. 


—Nancy  Brown 


Redwood 

When  you've  axed  my  chest  open 

and  stripped  back  the  skhi, 

the  proof  of  my  constancy  will  be  there, 

in  the  pith. 

You  can  count  the  rings 

with  the  tabs  of  your  fingers 

and  find  the  unvarying  truth  of  wood: 

I  have  wanted  you  since  before  the  time  of  Christ. 
Read  me  and  weep, 
babe. 

—Peter  Armour 


Portrait 

Oil 

Jeff  Kinard 


Indictment 


You  don  V  understand  me  and  my  kind, 
We  lie  green  in  parks  too  cloudy  for  you. 

You  hold  a  job  in  your  flat  dry  palm; 

My  tickets,  I  squander  mine 

On  wine,  and  sit  in  my  room  for  hours 

with  music,  shaping  joys  from  dusty  hopes, 
worn-out  daydreams  rehashed.  Ro-man-ti- 
cal-ly  INLO VE,  IN  LO VE,  I  walk 
hazy  from  breaths  of  lovers '  eyes. 

That  real  world  I  tried,  my  face  wrinkled, 
it  headached  daily. 

i  watched  my  feet. 

Now  all  around  eye-search  I,  for  that 
glimpse  of  cherished  one— 

You  plan,  schedule,  form. 

Days  meant  fluid-smooth,  made  to  be  long 
sips  of  the  sun 's  traverse. 

I  grope  among  the  hard  shapes  of  this 
world,  blindly  see  them  beauty, 
buildings  made  solid  for  study,  for  me, 
symbols  of  a  short  magic  life  here, 
brick  wombs  of  ecstatic  wisdom-purchase. 

Smash  my  spirit? 

Mould  my  airy  head? 

To  numbers? 

To  rock  dimensions? 

NO!  I  float  still  in  happiness,  I  make 
lovely  lies, 

I  smile  in  their  pursuit. 

—Nancy  Brown 
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P.S. 


Never  knew  a  woman 

who  could  make  my  heart  pound 

send  shivers  up  my  back 

make  my  eyes  moist 

and  warm  me  til 

my  face  flushes  red 

at  the  sound  of  her  voice 

But  who  could  call  you  "woman"? 

"Woman"  is  a  body 

a  container 

You  are  unbound 

like  lightning  flashing 

blasting  the  midnight  sky  aside 

like  a  docile 

black  silk  drapery 

You  strike  quickly  and  boldly 

You  are  starling  and  bright 

Like  Boticelli's  lovers 

beautifully  entwined 

your  magical  rhythm 

and  your  hypnotic  beat 

whip  me  til  I'm  limp 

and  nearly  collapse 

Then  your  voice  lifts  me 

As  you  spread  your  dreams  about  me 

I  am  floating  on  a  sea  of  sounds 

slipping  away,  never  to  return 

flowing  with  you 


-Sister  Ray 
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Jeanette 
Lithograph 
James  Mazzotta 


The  Dump 


There  were  a  few  experiences  of  his  childhood  that 
stood  out  in  his  mind  in  utter  clarity.  In  moments 
of  high  self  esteem  he  considered  them  to  be 
perhaps  evidences  of  puerile  satori.  At  other  times  their 
triviality  coupled  with  the  clarity  with  which  he 
remembered  them  seemed  to  confirm  to  him  only  more 
strongly  the  chaotic  nature  of  his  soul.  Today,  in  the  midst 
of  a  fuming  traffic  jam,  he  was  transported  to  a  day  some 
thirty  years  back  when  he  and  his  father  took  a  ride  to  the 
dump. 

Once  again  he  rode  in  that  old  blue  chevy  down  that 
bump-dirt  tree  cathedralized  road.  The  sun  flashed  like 
machine  gun  fire  between  the  trees  lining  the  road  leaving 
golden  slain  grass  wnndowrs  in  uneven  progression  beside  it. 
His  life  was  serene  as  he  rolled  his  head  back  along  the  take 
velour  upholstered  seats  and  wondered  why  the  sun 
followed  the  car  along  that  old  road. 

He  had  never  been  to  the  dump  before  but  it  seemed  to 
be  the  only  thing  on  this  road.  It  was  beautiful.  The  rotting 
old  regrigerators  and  autos  and  cans  and  everything  else 
smoked  in  an  impressive  lump  in  the  center  of  a  huge 
crater.  The  fire  was  unseen  but  everywhere.  It  was 
omnipresent  yet  invisible  and  this  made  it  seem  very 
powerful  to  the  child.  It  was  powerful  and  beautiful. 
Nothing  could  ever  put  it  out.  No!  Not  forty  days  and 
nights  of  rain.  It  would  always  exist,  patiently  turning  these 
once  proud  remnants  of  civilization  to  ashes.  He 
worshipped  the  ashes  and  the  wonderful  stench  that  arose 
from  it  all.  It  was  awesome.  When  they  opened  the  trunk 
and  grabbed  their  garbage  to  throw  to  the  crater,  he  felt  he 
was  making  a  sacrifice  to  a  deity.  It  was  a  holy  moment  and 
he  relished  being  a  part  of  this  ritual.  The  bags  were  flung, 
they  broke  and  scattered  their  contents  downhill.  The 
moment  was  pregnant.  He  felt  that  he  could  have  pondered 
that  dump  and  each  burning  segment  of  it  for  hours  but 
looking  back  at  it  more  realistically  he  realized  that  if  his 
father  hadn't  herded  him  back  to  the  car  he  probably 
would  have  been  bored  in  a  matter  of  minutes.  The  forced 
exit  framed  the  feelings  in  history. 

The  reveries  continued  through  various  erotic,  surreal, 
absurd  fantasies  punctuated  by  sudden  returns  to  his  auto 
and  swift  applications  of  the  brake.  These  musings  were 
extremely  ephemeral,  though,  compared  with  his  memory 


-Jon  Abrahamson 


of  the  dump  which  flashed  back  to  him  at  regular  intervals 
and  vnth  such  a  crescendo  that  as  he  turned  into  his 
driveway  and  entered  his  home  he  was  convinced  he  was 
losing  his  mind. 

He  opened  the  door  to  his  home  and  said  to  the  woman 
with  which  he  lived,  "I  have  to  see  a  doctor,  I'm  going 
mad."  His  wife  was  used  to  such  outbursts  and  in  fact  this 
was  one  of  the  more  conservative  bits  of  lunacy  he 
exhibited.  She  was  used  to  rantings  about  such  varied 
subjects  as  goose  messiahs  and  android  conspiracies,  and  she 
relagated  all  of  them  to  a  vaguely  interesting  (and  of  course 
temporary)  flight  of  humor  and  imagination.  She  had  faith 
in  her  mate  though.  She  had  faith  in  his  bourgeois 
mediocrity  and  consequently— dependability.  He  was  as 
dependable  as  the  fire  in  the  dump. 

"What  do  you  mean,  sUly?  Shall  I  get  you  a  drink?" 

"My  insanity  will  not  be  bought  off!"  he  cried. 

And  sulkingly  stared  at  the  floor. 

She  wondered  what  he  wanted  and  how  this  little  drama 
would  unravel.  These  episodes  were  fun,  if  one  had  the 
energy,  but  sometimes  they  were  annoying  and  she'd  wish 
they  could  get  back  to  reality. 

He  stood  up  and  looked  at  the  phone  beside  his  feet, 
stretched  to  the  end  of  its  long  luxurious  coiled  line.  It 
rang. 

"Dump!"  he  shouted  as  if  it  were  a  karate  cry  and 
crushed  it  with  a  mighty  stomp. 

The  remote  control  for  the  portable  TV  just  happened 
to  be  next  to  it  and  the  kick  svifitched  the  tube  on. 

"Dump!"  he  cried  and  put  his  foot  through  the  screen. 

"Dump!"  and  he  threw  it  through  the  window. 

He  slowly  turned  to  his  mate  who  had  jumped  to  her 
feet  and  was  staring  at  him  with  an  expression  of  anger, 
disbelief,  and  confused  anticipation.  Her  face  slowly 
metamorphosed  to  a  smile. 

"Dump?"  she  asked. 

"Dump! "he  replied. 
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Untitled 

Oil 

James  Mazzotta 


Pine 

The  sky  is  clouded  with  luminous  clouds 

Bnjising  the  atificial  light  within  my  room 

I  am  reading  a  book  of  no  iirportance  or  meaning 

Wliich  I  do  not  enjoy 

I  forget  the  title  and  care  not 

To  know 

Someone  told  me  I  should  read  it 

The  face  on  the  light  is  one 

Of  emotionless  shame 

When  I  look  outside  my  window  I 

Can  see  a  flower  bed  which  ampUfies 

The  one  \\ilted  flower  vvliich  is  dying 

It  is  a  rose 

Tlie  light  within  my  room 

Has  burnt  out 

I  feel  an  inner  joy  wliich  could  be 

Destroyed  sirrply  by  replacing  the  bulb 

I  have  searched  from  one  comer  of  the  house 

To  the  other  tiying  to  find  a 

Bulb  to  replace  the  one  that  is  burnt  out 

I  liave  been  tau^t  to  replace  a  bunit-out  btilb 

When  I  look  at  the  sky  I  feel  that 

llie  bulb  burned  out  from  shame  not 

A^e 

The  rose  is  dying  from  pride  ashamed 

of  the  incomplete  beauty  of  the  flowers  surrounding 

It 

The  book  I  have  discarded  is  a  bestseller 

—Roger  Oates 
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Paper  Cut 


Words,  like  windblown  treeleaves 

Are  tremendously  tossed  about. 

Painfully  pulled  and  penned 

Upon  the  page. 

The  mental  groaning. 

Constipated  mind. 

Knowing  I  am  only  saved  by 

The  Miraculous  Idea  arriving 

Deus  ex  machina,  wheeled 

And  grinning  as  I'm  pommeled 

With  his  magic  wand. 

But  paragraphs  still  leer 

And  stand  like  separate  soldiers 

Thoughts  race  like  legless  lizards 

Refusing  to  stand  in  line. 

And  I, 

Utterly  drained  and  drowning, 

Eke  out  a  conundrum  of  a  conclusion 

And  sit  back  silently. 

Knowing  I've  been  paper  cut. 

—Pat  Johnson 
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Salad 

The  unearthed  fertility, 

just  last  week  turned  upward 

to  the  sun 

yawning  this  sprout 

like  an  insolent  young  tongue 

stuck  straight  into  the  sky 

growing  more  proud  and  beautiful 

with  green  success, 

someday  will  bend  and  lend 

a  tomato  to  the  salad  likeness 

of  that  bright  field 

come  to  our  table 

in  a  wooden  bowl. 

—Jon  Abrahamson 


Untitled 
Lithograph 
Lynn  McAdams 


Richard  HI 


It  grieves  my  soul  to  be  maligned  thus 

So  spurned,  so  scorned  by  all  that  know  of  me 

Yet  know  me  not. 

A  crooked  man,  they  deemed  me  — 

Crooked  of  heart,  of  soul,  of  crooked  face, 

Face  to  face  with  a  twice  crooked  fate. 

Aye!  Crooked  fate! 

Predecessor  to  a  crooked  man 

Uncle  to  a  crooked  niece. 

Victim,  murdered  in  a  crooked  fight 

Fighting  for  a  crooked  kingdom 

Merited  form  a  most,  aye  a  most  crooked  man. 

Oh,  Edward,  Edward,  my  most  golden  prince 

My  brother,  aye,  my  brother  king  and  god. 

Most  godlike  in  your  smiles,  your  form,  your  grace. 

And  yet  so  heedless. 

The  hands  were  yours 

That  twisted  my  career 

Yours  were  the  words  unsaid 

That  wracked  my  hard-won  peace 

And  that  condemned  your  sons. 

Yours,  all  yours! 

And  mine  the  wrongful  blame. 


Crooked,  Edward,  crooked. 

Pursued  by  your  own  lusts. 

Your  lust  for  life 

The  riches  of  your  loves 

The  freedom  from  that  kingdom  we  together  won 

Ruled  by  me. 

Upon  my  love  you  were  content  to  lean 

And  I  content  to  have  you  lean. 

Aye,  with  a  mess  of  Woodvilles, 

Hastings,  Buckinghams, 

And  George  of  Clarence,  Another  golden  boy 

Whose  gold  had  turned  to  ash  in  Warwick's  hands. 

And  Warwick,  my  all-but-father 

He  who  loved  me 

Then  spurned  me  with  his  blood-encrusted  shoes 

To  seek  a  throne. 

Alas,  poor  crooked  man. 

Crooked  victim  ot  a  crooked  time 

Crooked  servant  to  a  crooked  house. 

And  crooked  fate. 

And  I, 

To  be  maligned  thus 

Makes  me  to  bleed  afresh. 

Oh  foul,  most  foul. 


-Diana  Wilder 
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Abstract 
Watercolor 
Eve  Armour 


Chaste  Diana 

Moon  strips  sheathe  my  body 
Prison  stripes  offered  by  full  moon 
And  Venetian  blind 
On  half  empty  bed. 


The  Poetess 


The  Barbarian 


E.B.B.  I  await  a  love 
Through  my  verse 
As  you  gained  one. 
I  polish  my  sonnet  form 
In  anticipation 
For  my  Portuguese. 


A  front  row  of  desks 

Stood  between  she  and  we 

Like  the  Great  Wall  of  China 

As  she  strode 

Corner  to  corner 

Border  to  border  of  blackboard 

Snarling  a  Keat's  poem 

Like  a  blasphemy. 


For  The  Eroica  Highway 

Sensual  slither  of  highway 

You  electric  snake  conceived  by  Dali 

Roadway  for  spring  evenings 

I  could  follow  you  forever 

Into  the  sunset 

My  stereo  playing  Beethoven 

But  your  promised  Danae  gold 

At  the  end  of  every  underpass 

Leads  only  to  dusk. 


Fred  The  Vamp  Returns 

Fred  polishes  his  fangs  for  sex  appeal 

Brushes  his  new  cape  with  Am.  flag  lining 

And  glides  into  the  night 

For  truth,  justice  and  the  American  way 

To  seek  out  some  Commie 

Or  on  a  bad  flight 

A  liberal  or  two. 

Circling  he  salutes  an  empty  flag  pole 

And  dive  bombs  a  few  little  old  ladies 

On  a  John  Wayne  World  War  II  strafing  run. 

Pausing  in  his  fun  he  sees  a  likely  candidate- 

A  long-haired  freak  plastered 

In  peace  signs  with  vacant  mind 

Which  holds  multi-colored  designs 

Flying  him  even  higher  than  Fred. 

"Probably  a  pinko,"  he  says,  grabs  and  bites. 

"Anemic,"  he  spits  in  disgust. 

And  trips  into  a  night 

Spangled  in  multi-colored  designs 

Past  the  patriotic  symbols  in  the  sky. 


— Marilynn  Byerly 
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Something  of  a  Relief 

Lithograph 

Jeff  Kinard 


The  Laugh  is  Worth  a  Pun 

Lithograph 

Jeff  Kinard 


^ 


Tiger  lilies  spread  wide  petals 
Gaudy  orange  tones  and  hues 
Blur  my  eyes  with  color's  fire 
Provide  a  bevy  of  white-lined  clues. 

Enter  fall  and  enter  springtime 
Seasons  change  but  not  my  heart 
Lilacs  die  despite  small  vases 
Every  death  s  a  fiery  dart. 

Only  one  thing  stays  immortal 
Silver,  polished,  kissed  by  moon 
Your  face  beside  a  gentle  river 
Passing  by  the  rocks  at  noon. 

For  that  life  I  have  a  death-wish 
I  would  that  It  could  pass  from  me 
No  more  painful  than  these  lilies 
No  more  hurting  than  these  trees. 

—Rebecca  Reagan 


^nmxnns  ^tnxxntmtni 


-Terry  Harper 


J,         he  dark  wizard  seemed  to  melt  into  the  shadows  of 

Ijl  the  newly  carven  tomb.  He  wrapped  his  cloak 
tightly  around  his  shoulders  and  stole  closer  to  the 
small,  stony  chamber  within.  A  bare  torch  shown  yellow 
flickering  light  on  two  sad  faces.  A  tear  sparkled  and  crept 
like  a  mouse  towards  the  dark  abyss  beneath  one  woman's 
chin  and  dropped  silently  from  view.  The  sombre  words  of 
the  other  woman  were  now  heard  .  .  . 

"They  have  taken  my  Lord  away,  and  I  don't  know 
where  they  have  hidden  him!"  With  these  words  she  let  her 
eyes  return  to  the  linen  clothes  laying  empty  where  the 
body  had  lain  only  twelve  hours  before. 

"Do  not  worry,  Mary,  these  days  are  filled  with 
nameless  terrors  and  lo,  the  hearts  of  the  grieveless  cannot 
even  let  the  dead  pass  through  the  gates  of  confinement  and 
thus  abound  in  wisdom,  at  ends  with  our  fathers  toils  and 
deceptions— Rest  in  knowledge  that  none  can  maim  the  soul 
that  has  departed  from  this  body."  So  spoke  the  other  lady, 
and,  like  an  angel,  as  Mary  searched  those  dark  eyes  for 
more  comfort,  she  stretched  her  arms  circularly,  and  writh  a 
gentle  smile,  faded,  leaving  Mary  alone.  Mary  stood  sOently 
in  wonder  and  fingered  the  sOken  headband  that  He  had 
once  been  wearing  when  she  last  had  stroked  His  dark 
locks,  hoping  that  His  beautiful  eyes  could  have  again 
opened. 

The  vidzard,  clutching  the  shadows,  slipped  on  the  ring 
and  thinking  intently  of  Him,  His  soft  words  and  gentle 
manner,  silently  melted  into  the  form  of  that  one  Teacher 
of  Men  ....  Stepping  forth,  Mary  did  not  notice  the  silent 
figure  for  several  minutes.  Then,  looking  up  into  the  yellow 
light  she  saw,  and  not  believing  the  dead  could  arise,  spoke: 
"Sir,  are  you  the  tender  of  the  gardens?  The  body;  did  you 
move  it?" 

With  affirmation  the  wizard  said  to  her  "Mary". 

The  sound  of  that  voice  as  it  soothingly  caressed  the 
smooth  walls  and  resounded  into  Mary's  ears  all  but  drained 
her  of  her  weariness  as  she  sighed  and  reached  out.  The 
wizard  stepped  back,  assuring  himself  that  the  shadows 
would  aid  his  disguise.  "No,  do  not  touch  me  now."  He  said 
gently.  "I  have  not  yet  gone  up  to  the  Father.  Go  and  tell 
my  disciples,  yes  my  brothers,  that  I  am  going  up  to  my 
God,  who  is  your  God."  He  needed  more  time  to  discover  a 
more  convincing  method  of  fooling  and  overtaking  the 
disciples,  the  key  to  his  great  plan. 

Mary  ran  out  into  the  sunlight,  through  the  gardens 
surrounding  the  empty  vault  and  proceeded  towards 
Emmaus,    a    small    town    near  Jerusalem,    wherein    twelve 


devoted  followers  of  the  dead  prophet  were  staying, 
mourning  their  loss  of  their  leader,  attending  to  funeral 
rites,  and  puzzling  over  what  they  should  now  do. 

Peering  from  the  cool  shade  of  the  vault,  the  wizard 
watched  the  ecstatic  figure  singing  praises  to  the  trees  as  she 
passed  along  out  of  view.  He  laughed  and  stepped  out  into 
the  sunlight  himself,  passing  along  to  the  south  of  the 
gardens  and  into  a  wooded  area  less  than  three  hundred  feet 
from  the  last  of  the  pink  blossoms  which  were  nodding  in 
the  mid-morning  air. 

Once  in  the  woods,  the  wizard  walked  parallel  to  a 
flowing  brook,  crossing  over  it  on  several  large  stones  near  a 
slight  bend  in  its  course,  where  it  joined  a  larger  river 
flowing  south.  Beneath  a  thorny  thicket,  in  a  receded 
portion  of  ground,  freshly  upturned  dirt  still  glistened  with 
the  morning  dew  as  the  sun  has  just  begun  to  penetrate  the 
thick  wood.  The  wizard  studied  the  shallow  grave  for  a  few 
moments,  kicking  at  its  outskirts,  then  plucking  a  single  leaf 
from  the  overhanging  foliage,  let  it  fall  to  earth.  It  came  to 
rest  at  the  head  of  the  mound.  The  wizard  hissed  through 
clinched  teeth,  stepping  on  the  leaf  as  he  crossed  atop  the 
mound.  He  continued  some  way  through  the  forest  and 
stopping  suddenly  some  distance  away,  wound  his  cloak 
about  him  and  disappeared  from  sight  .  .  . 


^M__  he  sun  cast  shadows  at  right  angles  upon  the  sands 
111  of  Egypt,  as  the  tall  pyramid  of  Saultaras  pointed 
its  ugly  head  towards  the  afternoon  sun.  Its 
perfect  walls  loomed  high  above  the  great  Sphynx  of 
Chaffron.  It  looked  to  the  Egyptians  like  a  lion  lurking 
behind  some  huge  wall  and  many  were  afraid  to  go  near  the 
structures.  In  all  the  land  only  the  great  Cheffron  himself 
had  had  the  bravery  to  erect  a  structure  near  the  huge 
Saultaras  believing  it  would  aid  his  kingdom  with  special 
powers.  This  had  proved  fatal,  as  his  kingdom  had  at  once 
become  infested  with  illnesses  of  strange  origin.  Cheffron 
himself  fell  near  his  sphynx  complaining  of  a  great  burning 
sensation  in  his  limbs  and  his  wife  watched  as  his  skin  dried 
up,  mingling  into  the  blowing  winds.  Other  kingdoms  made 
sure  to  keep  a  great  distance  from  the  evil  structure.  Unlike 
the  smaller  pyramids  that  dotted  the  desert  in  the  distance, 
Saultaras  was  of  a  darker  hue  and  of  stones  not  familiar  by 
any   of  the  Egyptian   tribes.  The  structure  glistened  in  the 


^ 
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aiternoon  sun. 


The  wizard  now  stood  beneath  the  wall  of  stone.  Casting 
a  leery  eye  around  the  horizon  he  could  see  no  human. 
Fortunately,  the  Nile  had  contained  itself  within  its 
boundaries  this  season  and  all  were  in  the  farmlands  to  the 
east.  The  wizard  walked  over  the  hot  sand  briskly  and  then 
stopped  near  a  curious  symbol  carved  in  one  of  the  stones 
along  the  towers  foundation.  If  one  had  counted  those 
stones  along  that  bottom  row  they  would  have  discovered 
this  to  be  the  middle  stone.  Quite  an  undertaking  this 
would  have  been  as  the  foundation  stretched  nearly  out  of 
sight  .before  it  bent  sharply  to  form  the  walls  of  the 
structure.  Standing  there,  the  wizard  murmured  a  few 
words  and  then  cast  an  open  palm  upward  toward  the 
stone.  It  immediately  slid  to  the  right  displaying  an 
entrance  to  the  heart  of  the  monolithic  monstrocity.  The 
wizard  had  to  think  now  and  his  residence  in  the  desert 
would  provide  the  seclusion  he  needed  with  which  to  deal 
accurately  with  his  long  sought  out  plan,  that  now 
blossomed  like  some  bird  of  paradise,  luring  any  such 
passerby  into  its  swampy  abode. 

With  his  long  dark  robe  sweeping  the  stony  passage 
behind,  as  if  to  leave  no  print,  the  wizard  rather  glided 
through  chambers  (the  stone  door  closing  behind)  down 
passageways,  up  flights  of  stairs  that  twisted  and  circled, 
always  ascending  until  at  last,  up  one  thin  spiral  stairway, 
he  emerged  into  a  smaller  chamber  that  glowed  with  soft 
ruby  light  though  no  openings  in  the  smooth  walls  could  be 
seen. 

This  room  had  been  built  right  beneath  the  tip  stone  of 
the  monsterous  pyramid.  Of  what  type  stone  this  was,  none 
would  have  been  able  to  tell,  for  at  no  corner  of  the  earth 
was  such  stone,  yet  it  rode  atop  the  pyramid  proudly  like  a 
dedicated  horseman.  From  this  stone,  at  which  all  points  of 
the  compass  met  perfectly,  did  the  rosy  light  protrude. 

The  chamber  was  of  oval  structure  with  walls  and  ceiling 
that  were  dome-shaped  built  of  the  glossy  black  stone  that 
had  been  set  vnth  skilled  and  masterful  perfection.  The  one 
unique  block  towered  over  the  center  of  the  room  and  if 
one  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  chamber,  could  look  straight 
into  the  block  above  and  catch  glimpses  of  its  outer  tip 
through  the  hazy  pinkness,  pointing  at  the  antics  of  the 
sun,  moon,  and  shifting  galaxies  overhead  as  it  had  done  for 
centuries.  The  vwzard  had  chosen  this  point  in  the  room  to 
place  his  mighty  throne. 

The  base  of  the  throne  was  of  the  same  black  stone  and 
was  approached  by  two  small  steps.  Mounted  into  the  base, 
the  seat,  which  had  been  cast  of  gold,  bore  a  single 
pentagram  on  its  front,  which  then  beveled  at  its  edges, 
whereupon  the  sides  were  adorned  with  three  stars;  one 
large  star  with  another  within  it  and  another  above  and 
towards  the  upper  back  of  the  side  panel.  Black  linen 
cushioned  the  golden  seat.  The  back  rose  up  at  about  the 
height  of  the  vwzard's  neck,  where  it  then  swooped  down 
into  a  half  circle  in  the  center,  giving  direct  line  of  sight  to 
the  wizard's  head.  Rising  on  each  side,  two  bat-like  wings 
hovered,  as  if  ready  to  thwart  enemies.  A  crescent  moon 
bowed  toward  the  throne  within  each  wing.  These  wings 
were  mounted  at  the  top  of  each  side  of  the  throne  and 


straddling  them  was  an  enormous  bust  of  a  hidious  golden 
head  with  ivory  horns,  ears  and  beard  of  a  goat,  and  deep 
set  ruby  eyes  that  stiffly  stared  toward  the  doorway. 

Sitting  on  his  throne,  the  wizard  relaxed,  letting  the  rosy 
light  sooth  his  perplexed  mind.  Devious  thoughts  raced  to 
and  fro,  too  quickly  to  ponder  yet  producing  delightful 
pictures  of  anguished  young  maidens,  either  screaming  from 
some  horrid  abusive  punishment,  or  possessed  by  passions 
so  furious  in  their  captives  that  as  he  came  to  them  in  his 
daydreams,  they  were  overcome  with  want,  flinging  off 
their  attire  and  pleading,  yes  begging,  with  pointy  nipples 
and  virgin  orifices  wet  with  uncontrollable  desire,  for  him 
to  satisfy  them. 

Ahh,  but  these  were  of  trivial  concern.  Pointed  ivories 
gleamed  and  with  a  smirk  he  settled  into  his  chair.  Sunset 
had  begun  filling  the  room  with  hues  of  light  that  swirled 
densely  and  danced  like  fairies  in  the  dew  to  the  delight  of 
the  wizard.  The  sun  finally  melted  into  the  desert  sands, 
dissolving  into  yellows  and  oranges  that  nighttime  finally 
covered  with  a  lid  of  darkness.  The  wizard  continued  to  sit, 
rhythmatically  balling  his  hand  into  a  tight  fist  then 
stretching  his  fingers  out  widely  .... 


Ammf    ravel  was  light  on  the  dusty  road  this  "day  of  rest" 

Ijl      as  the  law  forbade  the  sale  of  goods,  or  any  type 

of  work  and  many  were  content  to  remain  in  their 

homes.  A  light  breeze  occasionally  billowed  Mary's  cloak 

and   the   few  wisps  of  her  auburn  hair  that  had  not  been 

carefully  tucked  into  her  hood. 

As  Mary  descended  upon  the  gates  of  Emmaus,  she 
slackened  her  pace  as  not  to  attract  attention  to  the  Jews. 
She  passed  into  the  city  by  way  of  the  northern  gates,  then 
taking  many  of  the  alleyways  and  lesser  traveled  streets,  she 
criss-crossed  her  way  towards  the  southern  side  of  the  city, 
for  fear  of  being  followed.  Feeling  certain  that  no  Jews  had 
followed,  she  then  made  her  way  to  a  small  inn,  and  to  a 
dimly  lit  passage  in  the  rear.  There,  in  what  had  previously 
been  a  storage  room,  the  followers  of  the  fallen  prophet 
now  hid  themselves.  She  rapped  on  the  door  and  was 
greeted  only  with  the  sound  of  her  own  knock  as  it  echoed 
again  and  again,  fainter  and  fainter.  She  knocked  once  more 
and  a  muffled  voice  responded,  "Who  art  Thou?" 

"It  is  I,  Mary!  Please  open  the  door,  Simon,  I  bring  news 
from  our  leader!"  replied  Mary,,  her  voice  trembling. 

The  sound  of  a  large  wooden  bolt  could  be  heard  as 
Simon  lifted  the  latch  of  the  door  and  opening  it  slightly, 
peered  out  into  the  hallway.  Upon  seeing  Mary,  he  opened 
the  door  further  and  she  squeezed  into  the  room.  Simon 
quickly  closed  the  door  and  returned  the  bolt  to  its  place. 
Gathered  around  a  small  wooden  table  were  ten  other  men. 
They  all  had  many  days  growth  of  beard  and  looked 
haggard  and  weary.  "We  asked  you  not  to  risk  your  life  by 
coming  here  to  this  place,"  Peter  reminded  her  sternly. 

"Where  is  Thomas?  Has  he  been  taken  too?"  came  a 
fearful  reply  from  Mary,  avoiding  Peter's  prosecution. 

"He  has  only  gone  to  find  us  bread,  if  that  is  possible  in 
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this     town;     and     what     is     this     message     from    Jesus?" 
questioned  Peter, raising  an  eyebrow  precariously. 

"He  has  risen  from  the  dead!  He  spoke  to  me  and  told 
me  to  deliver  this  message!"  came  Mary's  reply  and  again 
tears  rolled  wetly  down  her  cheek,  but  for  joy  this  time. 

At  the  mention  of  Jesus,  the  other  disciples  at  once  sat 
up,  eyeing  each  other,  and  Mary,  and  then  began  asking 
questions  all  at  once.  Mary  had  to  beg  them  to  stop  and 
listen  to  her  and  she  gave  an  account  of  the  whole  incident. 
She  was  frequently  stopped  by  many  questions  and  made 
to  tell  parts  of  the  story  over  and  over.  Each  time  she  gave 
the  same  account  and  finally  they  agreed  that  it  could  not 
have  happened,  save  Peter  who  still  questioned  Mary 
further.  "Did  you  see  his  hands?"  queried  Peter  who  knew 
if  their  leader  had  indeed  risen,  that  his  hands  would  still 
bare  the  mark  of  the  nails  that  had  been  driven  into 

them. 

"I,  I  do  not  know!  He  was  in  the  shadows  so,"  came  the 
slow  reply. 

Peter  then  stole  from  the  city  himself,  and  as  the  sun 
played  through  the  evening  clouds,  spying  here  and  there, 
through  the  trees  as  it  sank  lower  from  sight,  he  reached  the 
tomb.  As  Mary  had  said,  there  was  the  abandoned  linen 
clothing.  Once  again  outside,  Peter  stood  and  gazed 
northward,  pondering  the  events  of  the  day.  The  sound  of  a 
stream  somewhere  in  the  woods  beyond  the  garden  became 
like  the  sound  of  many  confused  voices,  each  asking 
impossible  questions.  Only  the  slight  smell  of  spice 
answered  his  thoughtful  gaze.  With  no  idea  as  to  what  could 

possibly  have  happened,  he  walked  back  toward  Emmaus. 
Watching  the  shadows  grow  in  the  dust  ahead  of  him,  the 
first  evening  stars  began  to  twinkle  overhead. 

Peter  walked  along  slowly,  letting  the  cooling  sand  ooze 
over  his  sandels  and  wash  across  the  top  of  his  feet.  His 
thoughts  drifted  back  to  that  day  when  his  brother  had  run 
to  him  excitedly,  during  the  middle  of  a  discussion  with  a 
salesman  in  Galilee  over  some  new  fish  nets  ...  . 

"We  have  found  the  Messiah!"  had  been  his  frenzied 
remark  and  then  nearly  jerking  his  arm  off,  had 
immediately  gazed  upon  him.  As  his  eyes  met  those  of  the 
Messiah,  all  thoughts  were  abandoned,  like  a  horseless 
chariot  in  the  midst  of  battle,  protected  by  mercy  in  a 
mercUess  situation.  Peaceful  eyes,  yet  with  a  strange 
strength  to  hold  the  mind  up,  let  it  wearily  rest,  nourishing 
it  with  direction,  strenthening  it  with  the  aid  of  soothing 
word.  The  words  had  been  of  a  strange  tale,  depicting 
pictures  of  servants  busily  storing  goods  during  the  master's 
absence  from  the  house.  As  the  words  flowed  into  him, 
pulling  at  him,  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  himself  as  one  of  the 
servants,  following  the  motions  as  they  floated  into  his 
mind.  Again  the  sky  blue  eyes,  or  another  sky  within 
himself.  He  felt  halfway  to  that  sky,  in  a  blue  tunnel.  He 
breathed  blue  air.  And  then  the  words  became  crisper  to 
him  and  he  realized  that  the  prophet  had  finished  the  story 
and  was  speaking  to  him. 

"...  and  you  shall  be  called  Cephas,  that  is,  Peter, 
meaning  'the  Rock'  "  he  had  declared. 

He  had  accepted  this  so  easily,  and  yet  somewhere  in 
that    cloudless   void,   another   force   was   holding   him  just 


beyond  sight  of  that  transparent  world.  Doubt  kindled  like 
slow  burning  coals.  Whenever  Peter  had  accompanied  the 
prophet,  and  fellow  followers,  it  appeared  that  nothing  was 
impossible.  He  had  seen  sightless  beggars,  who  groveled 
mercifully  in  the  dirt,  sprawled  like  some  droopy  tree, 
suddenly  stand  tall  and  strong— every  bit  as  able  to  see  as  he 
could.  Yet,  when  not  at  His  side,  he  felt  small  and 
frightened.  Had  not  he  even  denied  knowing  Jesus  in  those 
last  hours?  Surely  he  had  been  fooled,  and  now  it  very 
nearly  had  cost  him  his  life. 

Walking  along  at  twilight,  Peter  forced  himself  to  let 
thievery  account  for  the  missing  body  of  Jesus.  Taking  a 
course  similar  to  the  one  Mary  had  taken  earlier  that  day, 
Peter  melted  into  the  shadows  of  Emmaus,  stealing  silently 
towards  the  inn  .  .  . 


_  he  wizard  made  his  way  back  down  the  stairway,  a 
/T|  new  vigor  evident  in  his  flowing  stride.  After 
^■^  descending  for  some  way,  passing  several 
archways,  he  rounded  a  bend  in  the  tunnel  that  produced  in 
its  curvature  a  small  door.  So  small  in  fact  that  upon 
opening  it  the  wizard  had  to  bend  slightly  forward  to  pass 
through  its  sector.  In  this  small  cubicle  the  wizard  housed 
his  more  precious  "secrets"  enabling  him  to  control  at  will, 
the  pathways  of  the  wind,  the  moments  that  together  sent 
the  sun  and  moon  endlessly  on  their  paths,  for  he  had  in  his 
possession,  the  iatric  of  the  mind.  The  wazard  knelt  near  an 
array  of  viles  and  boxes  and  picked  up  a  small  chest  bearing 
the  emblem  of  head  and  wings  that  were  displayed  on  his 
throne.  Fingering  it  preciously,  the  wizard  whirled  around, 
returned  to  the  corridor  locking  the  small  door  behind,  and 
continued  towards  the  hidden  entrance.  Once  there, 
another  mumble  of  words  and  the  stone  slid  back  revealing 
the  desert  sands  under  the  full  glow  of  the  moon  which  had 
risen  high  overhead.  Again  outside,  of  the  lunar  light.  An 
evening  breeze  whispered  over  the  dunes  surrounding 
Saultaras  sending  bits  of  quartz  glistening  like  miniature 
stars  into  the  air.  With  sudden  silent  fury,  a  lone  star 
flashed  quietly  overhead  disappearing  beyond  the  crest  of  a 
particularly  large  mountain  of  sand  off  to  the  east,  and  was 
gone.  The  wizard's  gaze  remained  long  after  the  trail  of  the 
star  had  vanished  to  velvety  smoothness  once  more.  He, 
too,  had  once  traveled  the  ions  of  space,  long  before  his 
journeys  had  begun  on  earth  .  .  . 

None  too  pleasant  had  been  his  departure  from 
Py  th  emy  xijazyn-O*  (referred  to  hereafter  as 
"Middle-Space").  So  tangible,  yes,  even  simple  he  had  tried 
disjunctured  travels.  Such  an  altercation  over  motives  had 
never  before  been  known  in  Middle-Space  and  their 
constant  quarreling  raged  like  meteor  showers  for 
timelessness  still  many  defended  Yahweh.  So  it  was  until 
fury  struck  like  a  sudden  storm  at  sea  and  Yahweh  had 
actually  hurled  the  wfizard  with  all  his  might  and  the  wizard 
was  cast  out  of  the  cluster.  Using  all  of  his  strength  to 
maintain,  the  wizard  fought  to  retain  himself  but  the  power 
that  had  been  employed  to  send  him  away  proved  futOe  to 
alter.  Much  further  would  he  have  gone  except  he  happened 


to  cross  paths  with  a  colorful  sphere  faithfully  maintaining 
its  orbit  around  a  large  luminous  body. 

The  wizard  struck  the  earth  with  such  force  that  the  sea 
had  actually  parted,  hissing  venimously  and  sending  clouds 
of  steam  for  miles  into  the  heavens.  Land  all  along  the 
shore  shook  with  fury.  How  long  he  had  floated  remains  a 
mystery.  Only  mernories  of  rocking  gently  to  the 
rhythmatic  waves  in  a  sandy  shoal  could  be  entangled  from 
the  mass  of  confusion  dominating  his  arrival.  Yet  this  had 
been  a  turning  point  indeed. 

Gathering  up  all  his  strength,  the  wizard  remembered 
lifting  himself  from  the  water  and  stumbling  towards  the 
shore.  Just  safely  onto  the  thick  yellow  sand,  darkness 
again  rose  in  him  and  he  had  fallen,  feeling  faintly  the  sun 
shining  hard  upon  him. 

When  next  the  wizard  had  awoken,  the  creature  that  was 
hovering  over  him  caused  a  terrible  fright.  Not  knowing 
who  was  before  him,  nor  his  whereabouts  he  had  decided  to 
remain  docile  and  even  a  bit  timid,  for  he  was  still  weak  to 
a  great  extent. 

"Who  are  you?"  queried  the  creature,  who  in  fact 
resembled  the  wizard  remarkably,  his  voice  rising  and 
falling  like  a  summer  breeze  leisurely  sifting  through  a 
thicket  of  leaves.  To  his  surprise,  the  creature  spoke  the 
same  tongue  as  he! 

"You  speak  as  I  do!"  exclaimed  the  wizard.  "How  is 
that  so?  I  have  travelled  far  from  my  cluster.  Where  am  I?" 
The  wizard  could  feel  his  strength  ebbing. 

"Please,  please,  contain  your  questions  until  you  have 
had  nourishment;  here,  drink  of  my  cup,"  the  creature 
spoke  softly  and  produced  from  his  side  a  silver  vessel 
engraved  with  strange  symbols.  The  wizard  cowered 
suspiciously,  eyeing  the  container  and  contents  negatively. 
The  creature  sensed  the  wizard's  fear.  "Do  not  be  afraid,  I 
will  not  harm  you.  Had  I  wanted  I  could  have  destroyed 
you  as  you  floated  lifelessly  along  amidst  the  currents  of 
the  sea."  Saying  this,  the  creature  held  an  arm  out  over  the 
vast  blue  in  front  of  him,  his  robe  flapping  in  the  breeze 
like  a  banner. 

With  that  the  wizard  had  received  the  liquid  and 
immediately  upon  drinking  it  had  felt  a  surge  of  warmth, 
the  tiredness  and  pain  flowing  from  him  as  if  being  released 
to  float  out  and  be  carried  off  by  the  lofty  winds.  The 
wizard  continued  to  sit  quietly,  yet  truly  amazed. 

Observing  that  the  wizard  seemed  more  at  ease,  and 
stronger,  the  creature  took  the  wizard's  arm  and  gently 
pulled  him  to  his  feet.  "Come,  let  us  go  and  talk  and  learn 
more  about  our  meeting."  The  creature  then  had  turned 
and  led  the  wizard  to  a  spot  some  distance  from  the  shore. 
"Take  my  arm,"  he  had  instructed.  No  sooner  had  he 
taken  hold  when  the  creature  had  wound  his  cloak  and  the 
two  had  dissolved  from  sight,  leaving  the  sea  to  gnaw 
endlessly  at  its  shore,  high  tide  already  filling  the  prints 
with  bubbly  foam  .  .  . 

As  their  vision  had  been  reinstated,  the  wizard  had  had 
his  first  look  at  Saultaras  which  at  that  time  stood  alone 
amid  the  shifting  sands  of  the  desert.  As  the  creature  took 
the  wizard  into  his  keeping  he  had  told  the  wizard  about 
himself,  how  he  had  been  with  more  of  his  kind  from 
another  planet  many  times  away  and  had  been  forced  upon 


the  earth  by  mishap.  Not  being  able  to  leave  they  had 
studied  the  planet  and  made  a  start  at  living  here.  They  had 
learned  much  and  acquired  many  secrets  of  the  trees  and 
herbs.  Saultaras  itself  by  the  way  it  was  built  contained 
numerous  facets  of  natural  power  although  a  great  deal  of 
their  knowledge  had  been  lost  when  their  great  empire  had 
sunk  into  the  sea.  Few  had  survived,  he  being  one  of  the  old 
ones  on  mission  to  Saultaras.  The  old  ones  had  lived 
together  there  until  one  by  one  they  had  met  their  fate, 
untO  now,  he  Xzyroid  was  the  only  remaining  old  one.  The 
wizard  remained  with  Xzyroid,  who  showed  him  devices 
that  could  translate  any  language  so  that  communication 
was  available.  He  produced  a  small  golden  ring  that  he  had 
worn  the  day  he  had  found  the  wizard,  that  could  transfer 
its  wearer  into  any  image  that  was  concentrated  upon.  As 
Xzyroid  showed  the  vnzard  more  and  more,  the  wizard 
began  to  plan  his  revenge  on  Yahweh.  When  the  wizard  had 
been  shown  the  extent  of  Xzyroid's  efforts  and  there  was 
no  more  use  for  him,  the  wizard  disposed  of  him.  It  had 
been  the  night  of  the  rejuvenation,  and  Xzyroid  had  invited 
the  wizard  to  join  him,  Xzyroid  having  relied  on  this 
process  for  many  years  to  maintain  his  existence. 

"Why  is  this  so  important?"  the  wizard  had  inquired 
minutes  before  the  moon  was  scheduled  to  be  in  its  place  in 
the  heavens. 

"It  has  been  proven  long  ago  that  once  the  moon  has 
been  used  to  create  rebirth  of  existing  matter  that  if  one 
doesn't  follow  the  precise  movement  each  time  and  should 
thus  miss  an  encounter  that  as  the  process  is  repeated,  all 
that  had  been  stored  vnthin  is  released  and  the  cycle  comes 
to  an  end,"  Xzyroid  explained.  "This,  of  course,  means  that 
you  shall  have  to  be  here,  in  this  room  upon  every  cycle.  I 
have  charted  the  pathways  and  occurence  patterns  for  its 
next  five  cycles  and  the  process  is  also  stored  below," 
added  Xzyroid. 

The  wizard  then  knew  he  no  longer  needed  Xzyroid.  "It 
is  about  time!"  declared  Xzyroid  and  as  he  walked  towards 
the  center  of  the  room,  the  wizard  crept  up  from  behind 
and  pushed  him  hard  into  the  black  rock  of  the  dome. 
Xzyroid  collapsed,  stunned  and,  his  expression  one  of 
disbelief  and  before  he  could  regain  his  senses  the  wizard 
hurled  him  down  the  stairway,  where  he  lay  motionless  in 
the  passageway.  The  wizard  next  raced  down  the  stairway 
himself,  robbing  the  creature  of  his  precious  robe,  ring  and 
several  other  objects.  Rushing  back  to  the  chamber,  the 
wizard  just  reached  the  room  before  the  moon  arrived, 
filling  the  chamber  vvdth  a  light  crimson  light.  From  the 
darkness  below  an  agonized  scream  was  heard,  and  then  all 
was  quiet.  Afterwards  the  wizard  put  on  the  cloak  and  ring 
and  walked  over  to  the  archway.  There  had  been  no  trace 
of  Xzyroid  below  save  for  a  few  shreds  of  cloth,  his  silver 
amulet  bearing  the  seal  of  the  fallen  city,  and  a  worn 
sandal,  its  mate  having  been  hurled  down  into  the 
darkness  .  .  . 

A  sudden  blast  of  cool  air  caught  the  wizard's  cloak  and 
turning  from  his  thoughts  he  now  gazed  into  the  night  sky. 
Across  the  heavens  from  the  south  like  scouts  on  patrol, 
small  dark  clouds  scooted  noiselessly  along.  Behind,  flashes 
of  light  and  more  thunder  told  of  the  fury  of  the  oncoming 
storm.  The   first  big  drops  of  rain  had  begun  to  fall  as  the 
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wizard  again  retreated  into  the  depths  of  Saultaras. 
Standing  well  into  the  doorway,  the  wizard  watched  as 
lightning  turned  night  into  day,  showing  glimpses  of  pelting 
rain  and  rain  running  in  rivulets  in  the  furrovyed  sand.  As 
quickly  as  it  had  come,  the  storm  passed  on  seeming  to 
back  its  enemy  on  southward,  where  flashes  could  be  seen 
every  two  or  three  seconds,  and  thunder  continued  to 
boom . . . 

Peter  sat  silently  in  the  small  vessel  as  the  first  rays 
of  the  sun  sent  a  myriad  of  sparkling  lights  flashing 
its  arrival  over  the  horizon,  and  onto  the  water. 
Beside  him,  Nathaniel  carefully  worked  the  nets,  drawing 
them  slowly  to  and  fro,  continuously  feeling  for  the  pull  of 
fish.  Several  other  members  of  their  band  sat  in  the  bow, 
they  too  working  the  nets  with  skill. 

"We  have  been  out  all  of  the  night  and  not  one  fish  have 
we  to  show  for  our  toil.  Soon  the  Jews  will  come  for  food 
and  we  shall  have  to  hide  our  boat  and  return  to  the  inn!" 
remarked  Peter  vnth  a  sad  tone. 

"We  cannot  stay  in  Emmaus  much  longer,"  added 
Nathaniel.  "With  each  day  food  becomes  harder  to  attain; 
even  now,  not  a  single  fish  have  we  and  Mary  must  eat,  as 
well  as  we  all!"  he  added. 

The  disciples  continued  vainly  to  troll  the  lake  and  were 
unaware  of  the  wizard's  arrival.  He  watched,  amused,  and 
then  slipped  down  by  the  water's  edge.  After  a  brief 
moment  of  chanting  (a  chant  told  to  him  long  ago  by 
Xzyroid)  the  wizard  then  dropped  a  mysterious  powder 
into  the  water  that  dissolved  instantly  and  was  lapped 
away.  Then  he  stood  up  and  called  to  the  fishermen.  "Have 
you  caught  anything  lads?"  the  wizard  called  out,  slipping 
on  the  ring. 

Startled  they  turned  towards  him  and  replied,  "No!" 

"Throw  the  net  to  the  right  of  your  boat  and  you  wUl 
have  a  catch!"  instructed  the  wizard;  the  disciples  did  so 
and  the  net  was  so  fuU  offish  that  it  took  all  their  strength 
to  move  it.  The  disciples  then  realized  that  it  was  "the 
Lord". 

Peter  then  dove  from  the  boat  and  swam  to  shore,  the 
others  rowing  and  working  with  the  massive  haul.  All 
reached  the  water's  edge  at  about  the  same  time  and 
discovered  that  "their  master"  had  prepared  a  fire  and  upon 
it  a  fish  was  simmering.  Nearby,  some  bread  lay  on  the 
grass.  "Bring  some  of  your  catch  to  me  and  I  will  prepare  a 
meal,"  he  instructed. 

Peter  grabbed  the  net  and  with  new  strength  hauled  it  in 
to  shore.  Suddenly  the  shock  excitement  was  extinguished 
by  a  great  fear.  None  had  seen  "the  LORD"  arisen  and  now 
all  were  stricken  vidth  a  terror  that  the  figure  before  them 
was  a  ghost.  All  stood  still  as  stone. 

Upon  viewing  this,  the  wizard  looked  deep  into  their 
eyes  and  said,  "Peace  be  with  you."  But  they  shrank  back 
in  terror  for  they  insisted  that  they  were  seeing  an 
apparition.  Looking  still  deeper  into  their  eyes  the  wizard 
spoke  soothing  words  inducing  a  dreamy  state  among  them. 
"Why  are  you  so  troubled?"  he  cooed.  "And  why  are  you 
doubtful  in  mind?  Look  at  my  hands  and  feet,  look  closely 
at  the  scars— it  is  L  Feel  my  wounds  and  hear  me;  ghosts 
have  no  flesh  and  bones  as  I  have.  LOOK!  ..."  came  the 
wizard's  command,  and  all  looked  and  were  satisfied. 


The  wizard  then  commanded  them  to  meet  him  on  a 
hillside  in  Galilee  the  next  day  and  with  that  he  whirled  his 
cloak,  snapped  his  fingers  and  he,  the  fire,  coal,  and  bread 
vanished  from  sight. 

The  disciples  blinked,  looking  at  one  another 
astonishingly,  and  then  quickly  gathered  their  nets  and 
what  fish  they  could  carry.  Once  the  boat  had  been  hidden 
safely  under  some  brush  near  the  water,  they  fled  back 
towards  the  city.  When  they  had  gotten  near  the  gates  they 
went  separately,  at  intervals  into  Emmaus,  each  taking  his 
own  route,  their  cloaks  pulled  closely  to  their  faces. 

Mary  was  already  up,  and  had  prepared  a  fire  in  the 
oven.  She  was  glad  to  have  all  the  fish  and  had  managed  to 
prepare  some  grain  as  well  as  drawing  some  water  at  a  local 
well  before  dawn.  Peter  told  her  of  the  "visitor"  they  had 
had  and  of  the  arranged  meeting  near  Galilee  the  next  day. 

Galilee  was  a  small  town  about  thirty  miles  east  of 
Emmaus  that  was  situated  at  the  base  of  three  large  hills. 
Their  leader  had  often  held  great  audiences  captive  there 
with  his  tales  of  coming  prophecy  and  great  acts  of  healing. 

Mary  looked  hard  into  Peter's  eyes,  "Then  it  is  true?" 

"It  must  be,  but  he  vanished  so  quickly,  without  a  trace, 
even  of  the  fire  He  had  buUt,"  replied  Peter,  his  brow 
furrowed  with  lines  of  deep  thought.  "All  we  can  do  is  be 
at  Galilee  tomorrow.  Maybe  this  matter  will  be  cleared  up 
by  then,"  he  added  and  then  suggested  that  they  all  should 
rest  until  late  afternoon,  then  prepare  to  pack  and  travel  to 
Galilee  late  that  evening,  camping  in  a  safe  place. 

They  all  agreed  and  retired  to  their  mats  on  the  floor. 
They  slept  till  nearly  sunset,  when  they  then  began 
gathering  their  belongings  .  .  . 


^       fter  instructing  the  disciples  to  meet  them  the  next 

T\  day,  the  wizard  had  a  powerful  urge  to  return  to 
^  the  tomb.  Appearing  just  outside  its  entrance  he 
then  made  his  way  back  to  the  shallow  grave.  In  his  hand 
was  the  precious  box  from  Saultaras.  As  he  crossed  the 
stream  he  could  contain  himself  no  longer  and  with  a 
boastful  yell,  called  out:  "What  say  ye  now 
JEEEEZUSS!??!"  he  leered.  "Your  precious  disciples  are 
beyond  your  control!"  By  now  he  was  just  out  of  sight  of 
the  grave  and  as  he  stepped  beyond  the  brush  he  gasped  as 
he  looked  down.  The  shallow  hole  was  empty,  the  dirt 
strewn  about  as  if  pulled  up  by  force! 

Suddenly  the  brush  beside  the  wizard  was  consumed  by 
fire  and  a  voice  was  heard  from  within: 

"Did  you  think  that  I  would  not  return?"  came  the 
voice  of  Jesus. 

The  fire  was  so  bright  that  the  wizard  even  had  to  turn 
his  eyes,  taking  a  step  back  at  the  same  time.  Then  he 
hissed,  "Come  forth,  let  me  see  this  miracle!" 

With  that  the  bush  returned  to  normal  and  Jesus 
appeared  before  the  wizard  clad  in  a  soft  white  robe  that 
skirted  the  ground  about  his  feet.  "I  have  been  in  your  evil 
den  and  I  must  tell  you  that  you  have  done  well  with  my 
disciples;  I  could  not  have  prevented  their  fear  any  better 
than  you  have  done.  He  then  looked  at  the  box  the  wizard 
held  and  with  the  same  peaceful  smile  inquired  as  to  its 
contents. 
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"You  will  know  in  time!"  the  wizard  retorted  hatefully 
and  then  with  a  flash  engulfed  Jesus  in  flames.  Jesus  just 
stood  there  calmly,  letting  the  flames  die  down  and 
smoulder  harmlessly  into  the  ground. 

"I  have  already  died  on  this  earth,  Damian.  Do  you  not 
realize  that  I  cannot  die  again?  I  must  go  now,"  Jesus  said 
calmly,  "and  prepare  to  meet  my  father,"  He  concluded. 
With  that  he  was  gone. 

Long  did  the  wizard  stand  there.  Thoughts  seeped  into 
his  mind.  There  would  have  to  be  changes  made.  Jesus 
would  surely  know  to  be  at  Galilee  the  next  day  and  then 
all  would  be  in  vain.  The  wizard  realized  that  he  would  have 
to  make  a  visit  to  the  inn  that  night.  He  gave  his  box  a 
squeeze  and  then  proceeded  towards  Emmaus. 

Just  outside  the  city  gates  the  wizard  slipped  on  his  ring 
and  took  the  image  of  an  old  man.  Groping  about  he  found 
a  suitable  staff  and  hobbled  innocently  into  the  city.  Many 
people  were  about  for  it  was  a  sunny  afternoon.  There  were 
carts  of  vegetables  and  cloth  and  many  women  were 
gathered  about,  some  slipping  a  word  to  their  friends  and 
others  were  carrying  water  towards  their  homes.  The  wizard 
sat  nearby  on  a  stone  wall.  Several  people  pitched  coins  his 
way  and  he  thanked  them  courteously  laughing  inside  at 
their  foolishness.  Hours  went  by  and  as  dusk  settled  into 
the  city  a  solitary  figure  in  a  brown  cloak  approached  the 
well.  The  wizard  recognized  the  walk  as  Mary's  although 
the  hood  was  pulled  close  to  the  face  and  the  woman's  head 
was  bent  low.  Atop  her  head  a  container  for  water  was 
skillfully  balanced.  The  wizard  watched  Mary  draw  her 
water  silently  and  then  proceed  back  down  the  dusty  road. 
Allowing  her  a  few  seconds,  the  wizard  then  got  up  and 
followed,  hobbling  along  at  a  steady  pace.  After  several 
minutes  of  crossing  streets  and  rounding  corners,  Mary 
finally  disappeared  into  the  dark  entrance  to  the  inn.  The 
wizard  lingered  in  the  shadows  outside  the  door.  He 
listened  intently.  All  was  quiet  from  within  except  for 
Mary's  whispered  greetings.  The  wizard  was  just  about  to 
slip  on  his  ring,  becoming  once  again  "their  master"  when  a 
voice  from  within  caught  his  attention.  It  was  Jesus:  ahead 
of  him  this  time ! .' ! 


P 


hen  Mary  returned  from  the  trip  to  the  well,  she 
found  that  all  the  disciples  had  their  few 
belongings  bundled  and  were  gathered  around  the 
small  table.  They  were  talking  quietly  about  their  plans  to 
visit  Galilee  and  looked  up  only  briefly  to  greet  Mary  and 
thank  her  for  the  needed  water.  They  then  resumed  their 
discussion  while  Mary  began  pouring  the  water  into  a  basin, 
reaching  for  a  nearby  ladel.  There  was  still  some  quarrel 
among  the  disciples  concerning  their  trip. 

"I  have  not  seen  the  risen  Lord  and  I  say  we  are  safe 
here!"  declared  James,  who  had  been  away  during  both  the 
wizard's  encounters  with  the  disciples. 

"I  agree,"  added  John.  "Galilee  would  prove  a 
diasterous  move  should  we  be  seen  along  the  road  ..." 

During  this  altercation,  none  were  aware  of  Jesus  as  he 
appeared  through  the  door.  "Have  you  anything  to  eat?" 
He  asked  clamly. 

Startled,  they  looked  up  and  Mary  quickly  brought  him 


a  piece  of  broiled  fish  and  some  honeycomb.  He  stood  and 
ate  it  before  their  eyes.  Outside,  the  wizard  cursed  his  own 
tardiness.  The  Lord  then  looked  hard  into  their  eyes  and 
said: 

"Here  and  now  are  fulfilled  the  words  that  I  told  you 
when  I  was  here  with  you:  that  all  that  was  written  about 
me  in  the  Law  of  Moses  and  in  the  prophets  and  psalms 
must  come  true!" 

He  then  looked  deeper  than  he  ever  had  into  their  eyes 
and  the  world  around  seemed  to  vanish  in  a  haze,  they 
could  only  hear  his  words  and  the  Lord  instructed  them: 

"That  is  how  it  was  written,  and  that  is  why  it  was 
inevitable  that  Christ  should  suffer  and  rise  from  the  dead 
on  the  third  day.  So  must  the  change  of  heart  and  strength 
of  mind,  which  leads  to  forgiveness  of  sin,  be  proclaimed  in 
His  name  to  all  nations,  beginning  at  Jerusalem.  Now  I  say 
to  you  what  Father  has  instructed;  that  you  are  to  stay  in 
the  city  untU  you  are  clothed  Wfith  power  from  on  high!" 

With  that  the  Lord  raised  his  hand  and  the  room  was. 
filled  with  a  violent  wind.  Then,  a  great  flame  appeared  and 
separated  into  a  distinct  tongue  of  flames  above  each  of  the 
disciples'  heads.  They  were  then  filled  with  the  power;  the 
power  of  the  Father  enabling  them  to  ward  off 
all  evil  and  to  proclaim  the  word  of  faith  to  the  world. 

This  process  lasted  until  just  before  midnight  .  .  . 


.-,  uring  this  time,  the  wizard  had  been  listening 
4bJ  intently  from  the  shadows.  The  sun  had  set  many 
Q_*  hours  ago  and  the  streets  were  now  deserted.  So 
intent  to  catch  every  word,  the  wizard  had  neglected  an 
ancient  omen  ...  As  the  new  day  was  approaching,  already 
the  moon  was  rising  above  the  city,  its  great  translucent 
shape  cutting  wedges  of  light  throughout  the  city. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened  and  Jesus  appeared,  the 
disciples  following  reverently  behind.  The  wizard  just 
managed  to  dodge  into  an  adjacent  doorway.  They  passed 
by  and  proceeded  out  of  the  northern  gates  of  the  city 
toward  Bethany,  a  small  wood  a  few  miles  from  the  city. 
They  walked  silently,  feeling  a  prickly  feeling  all  over.  A 
few  paces  behind  crept  the  wizard.  As  they  reached  a  small 
clearing  Jesus  turned  and  blessed  the  disciples  again.  It  was 
Hearing  the  first  hour  of  morning.  With  that,  Jesus  was 
lifted  from  the  earth  and  gathered  into  the  sky.  The  clouds 
parted  and  allowed  Jesus  to  pass  through,  mingling  together 
once  more  afterwards,  still  glowing  faintly. 

The  wizard  had  all  this  time  been  watching  from  behind 
a  large  tree  some  distance  away.  As  he  too  gazed  at  the 
clouds  he  suddenly  noticed  the  position  of  the  moon  and 
realized  the  words  of  Xzyroid:  "You  must  always  be 
here  .  .  "  The  wfizard  turned  a  palish  green  and  then 
whirled  his  cape  about  him.  Somewhere  between  here  and 
there  the  moon  reached  its  destination.  Not  being  in  sight, 
yet,  not  being  in  position,  the  v^rizard  became  a  part  of  a 
new  dimension;  never  to  be  able  to  return  to  Saultaras,  yet 
riding  the  tides  of  the  soul,  where  his  prowess  became  a 
new  terror  to  all  ages,  in  constant  contention  with  the 
provenance  of  goodness. 
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^  oseph  was  part  of  the  arrangement  when  we  got 
5/  out  of  this.  He  had  several  stitches  in  his  head  due 
^  I  to  his  run-in  with  the  law.  It  was  kind  of 
humorous— we  were  driving  in  the  milk  truck  towards  a 
possible  rendevous  with  death— it  got  started,  then  spread, 
and  I  was  implicated.  I  tried  to  talk  Joe  into  presenting  me 
as  a  hostage  in  case  we  were  accosted  by  the  police,  but  it 
was  very  embarrassing,  and  Joe  had  the  good  sense  to  smile 
and  ignore  me,  otherwise  the  two  characters  in  the  back 
might  have  gotten  the  wrong  idea.  It  seemed  funny  to  me 
that  we  should  be  doing  this— but  I  just  went  along  with  the 
plan— hoping  it  was  a  good  one,  for  I  did  not  want  to  die. 
Here  we  are  always  trying  to  provide  substitutes  for 
feminine  love— it  would  be  such  a  blow  to  our  egos  to  suffer 
rejection,  so  why  not  go  out  and  tangle  with  society  as  a 
whole  and  maybe  score  a  few  prizes.  Then  we  could  smile 
and  swagger— if  we  pulled  this  off. 

Luckily  we  did.  The  next  thing  I  remember  was  Joe 
smUing  like  an  angel— the  two  dudes  in  the  back  were 
vanished,  probably  with  a  good  share  of  the  loot.  Now  it 
was  just  Joe,  parked  near  a  surreal  shopping  center— autos 
and  trucks  were  on  a  road  going  to  Petersburg  and 
Richmond.  A  ghostly  atmosphere  did  not  suit  to  the 
oppressive  heat  of  that  summer's  day.  We  were  cooling  off 
in  the  milk  truck,  and  Joe  was  still  wearing  the  brown 
uniform  of  the  milkman.  I  didn't  even  want  to  talk  about 
what  had  happened— I  was  not  curious,  just  thankful.  I  have 
a  recurring  nightmare  about  being  ripped  apart  by  bullets. 
Funny,  but  I  didn't  seem  to  worry  about  any  repercussions 
of  the  near  future— dragnets  or  investigations— they  didn't 
come  to  mind  at  all.  Later,  when  we  were  on  our  way 
through  the  grasslands  and  mesas  of  New  Mexico— on  our 
way  to  Big  Bend  National  Park— we  were  downright 
ludicrous.  We  kept  haggling,  bent  over  the  map,  about 
which  was  the  correct  route.  Fierce  light  ebbed.  Joe  drove 
the  Uttle  foreign  make  over  the  truncated  roads  of  this 
deserted  country. 

I  started  visualizing  this  suave  chick  with  the  sweet  smile 
that  I  must  have  known.  Sitting  there  quietly  in  the 
deadman's  seat  as  the  drab  landscape  passed,  I  thought  of 
this    girl  with   a  mixture   of  sadness   and  ludicrousness.   I 
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secretly  cringed.  Why  are  we  out  here  beating  our  brains 
out  on  this  trek?  Because  of  the  female— what  a  curse.  But 
don't  think  Joe  and  I  discussed  it.  We  kept  arguing  about 
the  various  routes— always  river  beds  and  blue  veins  on  the 
parchment— oases.  We  veered  around  a  western  city,  well  lit 
and,  for  the  most  part,  rnodern,  which  was  situated  in  a 
wide,  treeless  valley.  The  superhighway  we  were  on 
swooped  around  and  shot  us  out  into  the  twilight  wonder 
of  this  great  nation.  I  was  hungry  about  this  time  and  began 
my  speil: 

"Hey  Joe,  what  about  a  piping  good  HAMBURGER?  Or 
hot,  bubbling  pepperoni  pizza?  You  know,  I  personally 
wouldn't  mind  some  good  country  ham  on  warm,  buttered 
biscuits— maybe  a  dish  of  pintos  on  the  side— or  how  about 
fried  corn  bread,  butter  drooling  off,  bacon  and  CORN  ON 
THE  COB.  Baked  potatoes  ain't  so  bad,  nor  Texas  steak.  I 
think  a  good  treat  would  be  a  Mexican  dinner:  refried 
beans,  fried  rice,  tacos  or  enchiladas  or  tamales,  perhaps 
boritoes  or  monkey  meat.  We're  right  here  in  that  part  of 
the  country,  lad!" 

Drooling,  but  still  obstinate,  Joe  drove  on.  I  subsided, 
resting  and  listening  to  my  stomach  growl.  A  cool  desert 
wind  generated  by  the  onrushing  car  blew  against  my  ugly 
face.  I  ran  a  hand  along  my  blemished  brow  and  through 
my  oily  hair.  A  moment  of  anxiety,  followed  by  a  smile. 
No  shit  padres,  I  was  well  adjusted  at  that  time.  But  I  must 
say  that  thoughts  of  our  good  supply  of  cash  also  had 
something  to  do  with  my  comeback.  For,  at  last,  we  pulled 
in  at  a  roadside  diner  and  I  feasted  on  solid  food— and 
plenty  of  it— with  no  fear  of  the  bill.  I  even  had  a  large 
hunk  of  pecan  pie  with  vanilla  ice  cream  on  it.  About  three 
a.m.  that  night  we  arrived  at  the  Rio  Grande  and  camped 
on  a  desert  shore  among  some  cacti  and  sagebrush— also 
these  spiny  palms,  some  rising  a  good  fifty  feet  into  the  air. 
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That  morning  was  clean  and  cold;  the  sun  was  a  red  star 
at  close  range,  and  my  spirits  lifted  at  marvelous  sight,  plus 
the  feeling  of  the  refreshing  air  smiting  me  in  the  throat  and 
lungs  and  in  the  eyes  and  testicles.  We  made  a  fire,  using 
sagebrush,  and  I  was  wading  across  the  supposedly  shallow 
river  to  pick  up  driftwood  I  had  noticed  on  the  Mexican 
side.  But  the  water  rose  to  my  waist  midstream,  and  then  I 
heard  Joe  shouting— something  that  didn't  make  sense  until 
I  turned  and  saw  a  fast  rippling  of  the  water  and  a  small  fin 
appear,  moving  towards  me.  Shark. 

I  hurried  for  the  shore  and  was  only  ankle  deep  when 
the  dogfish  attacked.  It  must  have  been  crazed,  but  it  tore  a 
bit  of  flesh  from  my  lower  leg,  though  thankfully  it  was 
mainly  tough  tendon  down  there. 

"Can  you  beat  that?"  I  exclaimed  as  I  came  from  the 
river.  Joe  and  I  looked  at  each  other  a  moment,  then  Joe 
averted  his  tiny  eyes.  I  looked  back  and  could  actually  see 
that  bugger  belly  up  and  grinning  pristinely  with  those 
teeth.  What  a  loathesome  creature,  I  thought. 

So  we  gathered  what  we  could  on  the  Texas  side,  and  as 
I  sat  around  warming  myself  and  attending  to  my  little 
wound  I  was  filled  with  compatibleness.  I  even  analyzed 
some  things  and  was  at  peace  with  them.  Maybe  we  could 
go  in,  later  on,  when  it  warmed  up— into  that  little  city 
back  up  the  road  for  beers  and  girls.  And  we  did  just  that. 
Joe  and  I  got  rip  roaring  drunk  and  threw  our  cash  around. 
Some  of  the  bar  flies  were  interested  but  we  had  too  high 
an  opinion  of  ourselves.  I  did  mention  the  incident  of  the 
river,  and  was  told  by  one  dude  that  it  was  not  unusual. 
You  might  have  had  more  trouble  from  the  Mexican 
authorities.  About  midnight  I  could  hardly  drink  another 
beer  and  Joe  was  nursing  his.  By  this  time  I  was  staring  at 
this  woman  and  wondering  if  she  would  go  down.  Of  course 
she  would  and  I  had  money  to  back  me  up.  Wonder  what 
Joe  was  gonna  do.  Here's  what  I  think  happened:  I  told  Joe 
we  should  get  a  couple  of  motel  rooms  and  invite  these  two 
women  for  a  party.  Joe  was  looking  strained  behind  his 
cigarette  smoke.  So  I  went  over  to  this  blond  strumpet  with 
a  kind  face  and  asked  her  if  she  wanted  to  go  to  a  little 
party.  Maybe  you  know  this  lady  over  here,  I  said,  and  she 
will  attend  also.  Now  these  girls  were  not  bad  and  I  figured 
they  could  tighten  up  if  they  wanted  too.  We're  from  back 
east,  been  travelling  lonely  for  some  time,  I  told  her  and 
there  was  some  laughter.  But  I  kept  my  eye  on  this  big, 
brazen  dude,  with  a  flat,  cruel,  face,  who  was  moving 
suspiciously  towards  Joe.  Was  he  really  taking  out  his 
studded  belt?  The  guy  must  be  crazy.  Joe  must  have  been 
afraid,  for  about  this  time  he  got  up  with  his  back  to  the 
dude   and  made  for  the  John.  Probably  going  in   there   to 


puke,  I  thought.  I  was  sitting  next  to  this  woman,  leg  to  leg. 
Well,  do  you  think  you  might  want  to  go? 

"Your  friend  looks  kind  of  sick,"  she  said. 

"To  hell  with  him— he'll  make  it  alright.  Maybe  you  and 
a  friend  would  like  to  go  camping  along  the  river  ..."  I 
was  dead  set  on  fucking  this  woman— didn't  care  if  I  could 
get  a  hard.  Maybe  she'd  give  me  a  blow  job.  You  never  can 
tell.  She  looked  pretty  pleasing,  which  is  more  than  I  can 
say  for  that  damn  dude  standing  there  with  his  belt 
wrapped  around  his  fist.  I  saw  the  bartender  eyeing  him 
too.  Now  the  guy's  coming  over  here. 

"Hey  man,  I  was  just  about  to  ask  you;  were  you  ever 
back  east?  I  think  it  was  one  of  the  southern  states— might 
have  been  a  construction  sight,  I  don't  know  ..."  He  said 
he  wasn't  sure  what  I  meant.  Hell,  I  told  him,  there  was  this 
guy  named  Moops  and  another  called  Fitzsimmons.  Sure 
wanted  to  get  back,  scoop  my  finger  into  the  delicate  folds, 
gooey  with  yearning,  only  was  I  going  to  fulfill  it?  Thought . 
I  knew  your  face.  That's  one  of  the  pertinent  questions 
governing  this  existence.  I  don't  think  anything  came  out  of 
it,  because  I  remember  Joe  and  me  driving  along  this 
straight,  lonely  highway,  and  the  next  day  I  felt  like  a  piece 
of  shit— a  wooden  shaft  was  driven  into  my  temples.  Lord, 
lord,  I  joked. 
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